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ADVERTISEMENT. 


TT is more than two years fince the manuſcript 


From which the following play is printed was read 


by ſeveral literary acquaintance, among whom was 


Mr. Colman“. The difficulty that, during the 
preſent management of the theatres, attends pro- 
ducing any piece to advantage upon the ſtage, has 
| hitherto inclined the author to conſign hers to ob- 
ſcurity: an effort to draw it from thence by the mere 
_..circumſtance of publiſhing, is not, ſhe is well aware, 
likely to be greatly ſucceſsful. Yet ſomewhat is 


demanded by ſelf-love: and as the theatre will ſoon 


probably become * a land of apparitions,“ ſhe haſ- 
tens to put in her claim to origmality of idea, though 


the charm of novelty may be loſt. The female 
ſpectre fe has conjured up, was undoubtedly the 


offspring of her own imagination; yet by the ill- 
fortune of keeping the play conſiderably leſs than 
nine years,“ ſhe is now obliged to produce it to 
a a diſadvantage, or expoſe herſelf to the charge of 
being a ſervile imitator. 

In preſenting to her readers ſcenes obviouſly de- 
ſigned for decoration, and verſes intented for muſic, 
without the embelliſhment of either, ſhe does her- 
ſelf but poor juſtice, and makes a very humble of- 
fering to them: yet if taſte or feeling find any thing 

to applaud in the play, the writer will have derived 


as much advantage from her labours, as moſt dra- 


matic writers can at preſent hope to obtain. 


* Whoſe letter on the ſubje& (ſtill preſerved) is dated Octa- 
ber, 1795. | | | 
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PERSONS. 


MEN, 

The COUNT ROSELVA. 
Lord ALBERT. 1 
SIGISMOND. 
RODOLPHUS. 

OSMON D. 
PHYSICIAN. 

UBERTO. 


MATHIAS, and other Servants, 
- PRISONERS. 


WOMEN. 


The COUNTESS, daughter to the Count Roſelva, 
 CONSTANTIA, her Friend. 
THERESA. 


Time two FED — Scone in Tranſylvania, within 
: the limits of the Caſtle of Roſelva. 


THE 


MYSTERIOUS MARRIAGE. 


* 


80 ENE I.—The outer wall and gate-way of a mag- 


nificent Caſtle, with an aſcent, and at Hant VIEW of 
the entrance. | 


Os MOND and: VBzaro meeting. 


Ofm. Y OU come from the chace, Uberto: what's 
the ſport ? 


ber. Sport! marry, ſuch ſport as had well nigh 
coſt us our lives, and our friends ſ ſome ſcore of 
maſſes. 

O/n. You rouſed then the boar! 

Uber, I warrant you we did, and to ſome purpoſe 
too! An I eer rouſe another ſuch, I'll give him 
leave to make a dinner of me. But for cur brave 
gueſt, the Lord Sigiſmond, I queſtion whether our 
ſouls had not come to tell you whereabouts they had 

left our bodies. — In my life ſhall I never forget how 
he churned and tore up the ground with rage! And 
what's moſt ſtrange, methought, when his eyes glared 
with the greateſt fury, he always looked full upon 
me. Yet I had not offended him either; for if 

: ſome people's valour did not lie nearer the point f 

weir lance han mine, the boar might have made his 


Az: breakfaſt 


— —— 
—— — 


— — — ____— 


El will not wrong my honeſty fo far as to lay I {aw 


the monſter dead, and heard our whole tr09p ſhout. 


— SE - — — 
— — — roies — 


. — — — 


. 
breakfaſt i' the foreſt, and we ours i'the caſtle, with- 
out either of us taking a fancy. to a limb of the 
other. 
n. But Sigiſmond |! 
Uber. True! he's a hero—and your hero, I up- 
poſe, has a life or two more to ſpare than your com- 
moner. Briefly, however, he advanced, brandiſhed 
his ſpear with a determined look—as—thus !—and 


him kill the monſter—But this I will certify—1 ſaw 


to the honour of Sigiſmond. 

O/m. Tis a brave youth! | 

Uber. And courteous too; I warrant he's nobly 
born! 

Oſin. At leaſt he's nobly bred: 

| Uber. And methinks love could not deviſe a bet- 
ter match of gentleneſs, than betwixt him and uy 
Lord's young favourite, the Lady Conſtantia. 

O/n. Truſt me, no! 

Uberto, there's a ſecret ſpring of blood 

That bids the obſcure ſtill ſoar | Tis Nature's touch; 
Who thus would mock the avarice of Fortune, 

Wooing her from her own ! He'll no Conftantia ! 

Nay much I err too, or our beauteous Countels 

Beholds the young and gallant Sigiſmond 

With more than friendly gaze. Come, come, thou'ſt 

marked it. 

Uter. Wny truly I have ſeen ſome glances paſs 
between them, that it were worth more than my 
head to recount to my lord. For, deſpite of what 
nature may do in the heart of his daughter, ſhe will 
never, I trow, move his into thinking, that all theſe 

noble titles and princely domains ſhould fall into the 
Bands of a vagrant ſtranger and a priſoner too. 

Oſn. He had ne'er been a priſoner but in the cauſe 
of the Count. Thou knoweſt that on the day my 
lord and his daughter were ta'en captive by a band 

of wandering Poles—this young ftranger—this va- 
- Liant Sigiſmond, ſtood forth to dave her from diſho- 
nour, 


„ 


ncur, and drew his ſabre even againſt his country- 


zulen. 


Ver. Yes; and his countrymen rewarded kink for 

it by leaving him in our hands What a tale doſt 

thou tell me, as if I was not in at the reſcue ; cp 
did not with my good ford 


as quiet as thy ſword, and—(mufic )—Peace! the 
hunters !—tis the hora of ut mond. 

Ober. And, true to the ſound, ſee if my lady, the 
Counteſs, be not rouſed up to give him welcome. 
Well, how eatily May 2 man perceive a thing when 
he's told it! Methinks I can {py out love in the very 
folds of her robe—and thei there's a turn in her 
eye 


Lafee, and chorus of Hunters. 


Hail to the ſprightly beams of morn! 

| Pee ſound the mellow horn! 
Call on echo to repl/).— [Echo] 

Hark, ſhe anſwers to the cry! 


[£ cho repeated at intervals. 1 
Sound, ſound again the mellow horn! 
Echo hails the {prightly morn !?? 


— . 


* 


. be Jintiri paſs in groups acroſs the ſtage, and enter 
the caſile-wwalls with Oſmond—the COUNTESS de- 


:  fſeending at the ſame time, they ſalute her feverally 
5 - | —SIG15MOND enters laſt.] 


l Sig. 0 "ſeeing the Counteſs.) Uberto, bear my greet« 
A : ings to thy lord; 
el wait him on the inſtant. My fair hoſteſs ! 
On how the morning brightens with the beam 
ſe That radiates from thoſe eyes! A ſmile like that 
Breaks from the heav'ns, waen day-ſpring gilds ms, 
d | eaſt, 
7 And nature lives before it! Thou ſhould'ſt chide | 
FAY Th'uncourtly hand, that, reckleſs of the heart, 


Lays. 


Qin. Nay, good Uberto—keep but thy cope” 


* 


. i 
Lays not beneath ty feet our ſylvan rriumphe— 
The boar's rough ſpoils. _ 
. Coun. Believe me, Sigiſmond, 
I ſhould have deem'd the uncouth gift 1 : 
And honour more the inſtinctive human poliſh 
That bade thee ſpare it, than the laboured courteſy 
That with a bloody ſpoil would grace a woman, 
Nay truſt me, Sir,—but 'tis my father's part 
To chide his gueſtt—You have been much in danger. 
E'en now I heard the tale with mingled fear— 
- Yet *twas not fear—'twas but a paſſing wonder! 
How, rough of taſte, your ſouls ſhould hunt out 
5 death, 
And brave him c'en in ſcenes, which our weak ſex 
Shrink from the view of! 
Sig. prettineſs of nature l— | 
| Who, ſportive goddeſs, has embodied weakneſs 
In the fair form cf woman, to create 
Inſtinctive force and energy in man! 
To, guard ſuch fragile lovelineſs as ns, 
We cheriſh danger, my fair monitreſs ! 
And grow familiar with the forms of death. 
Butwhy of death or danger do we talk ? | 
Hence with th' ill-omen'd words! Thy lip's rich 
| ruby _ 
Grows pale beneath them! While a half-drawn 
breath, 
That quivered to a ſigh, diſturb'd its poliſh, 
As ſummer breezes ripple the ſmooth ſtream. 
| Coun. I did not ſigh! Or if perchance I did, 
Is it for you to weigh—You are too forward! 
*Twere well to ſcant this aptneſs of Rs 
And tread in narrower ſcope. 
Sig. ( going.) You teach me right. 
I ſhall remember, Madam. | 
 _ Geun. Gone ſo ſoon! 
Oh, theſe hot ſpirits! What, my father waits! 
Or ſay, the honours of our rural feaſt 
Demand your preſence! Well, Sir! We can ſpare 
you. | 
One word alone! Deem not, that conſcious i 
T 
* 


6 
Nor all the ſelfiſh pride that waits on greatneſs, 


Impels me thus—1 loſe myſelf again 
Begone + 


Sig. Impoſſible ! The witchery of that voice 
Spreads in ſoft circles thro' the ambient air, 
And roots me ſpell-bound! Witneſs for me heaven, 
If there be cauſe of pride in human kind, 
I deem it moſt in thee !—Nor aught that greatneſs, 
Wealth, or ſuperior power can give, cer added 
To thy attractions, or can dim their luſtre ! 
1 ſee thee nobleſt in thy noble foul; _ 
Richeſt in beauty ; while my williag heart 
Bows down to both, and owns its conqueror. 
Coun. All-gracious heaven ! | 
Sig. To tell thee that I love, 
Is but to give the feeble form of words 


Io my ſoul's language! Yet I am not raſh, 


Save only in adoring. Proud alone 
In that I deem no other of thy ſex 
Worthy my thought. Nor do I to the heireſs 
Of theſe rich lands aſpire—The woman only, 
Shrin'd in my heart, has all its vows ; its wiſhes 
In the rude current of my fate are wrecked. 
Once, and once only. (4/es her hand) Oh! that 
this deep ſigh, 5 
Whoſe forceful energy doth ſhake my being, 
Could breath a ſacred atmoſphere around! 
Guard thee from ſorrow, heknefs, or diſquiet ! 
And, fraught with every bliſs it wafts from me, 
Enrich thy fate with our united ſtore ! 
I treſpaſs —— 
Coun, Oh! Too noble Sigiſmond! 
There is a native candour at my heart, 
That ſtruggles with my ſex's wonted forms 
To tell thee— But it ſhould not be! Farewell !— 
Yet—lf the woman claim indeed thy thought, 
Oh! deem ſhe has one virtue worthy thee; 
The ſenſe of thine. „„ 
Sig. ¶ kneeling.) Heav'ns! Did I hear aright! 
2 Perchance thou didſt not! We may be ob- 
ſerv'd, | 


- Riſe, 


Niſe, gentle Sigiſmond— Another time— 
Nay, pr'ythee riſe! For ſee, where loved Con- 


„ 


antia 


Comes, drooping like a bloſſom of the ſpring, 
That wintry gales have ſhook. Retire, 1 charge 


'thee— 


We will ſpeak more anon. 


[ Exit S161$MonD zowards the Caſtle e 
STANTIA enters, leaning en THERESA.] 


Ceun. How fares my friend ? 


Conſt. (faintly). Why if to die be good, I ſhould 
ſay well. 


Nature, that ſmiles around, yet ſmiles not here; 


_ Tay ing her hand on her breaſt 
And life but feebly flutters o'er my heart, 


Ev'n as the wounded bird upon her neſt, 


Coun. Oh! thou art vapouriſh 1 ! Fruſt me, I ſhall 
chide, 


Is it for years like thine to tall of death . 


Come, we ſhall mark the roſes ſteal again 

Upon thy cheek : Nay, pr'ythee look, Thereſa, 
Doft thou not ſee the wily traitors ambuſh'd 
Ev'n mid the lilies that uſurp their throne ? 


Vour hand; Come, chearly! This is the mere 


form, : 


The ceremony of fickneſs. Let me lead you 


To yonder ſunny border—The freſh dew 


Claims cautious treading here, [Exit TnERESA. 
Now could I tell a tale—Oh ! have I caught you? 


Well, when a woman's heart informs her head, 


How ſoon ſhe may defy the ſchools ! 


*Tis a nice art, that from ſuch premiſes 


Can draw concluſions : 1 but /ooked a Rs = 


And you have gueſſed it. 
Conſt. Is Alberto come? 


| Coun. Nay, pr'ythee patience !. The firſt lord 0 
"the court, 


| Without a train or courier? Cry you mercy ! 


The turtles of Arcadia had their wings, Ip 


nd 


Con fin'd and ter A Iberefore tis, their notes 
Are oft unmuſical. Vet is he coming, 


( 1) 


And flew at will; our modern ones are clipt, 


Faſt as a courtier's zeal, and great man's train, 
Can convoy him! 

Cen. Oh, wherefore comes he now? 
Now, When my faded form — 

Coun. True woman ſtill! 


Come now, regret the toilette! Swear Alberto 


Better at court than here; and thoſe fair treſſes, 


That kiſs the wanton Zephyrs as they blow, 


And woo them to thy boſom, thus diſhevell'd, 
Mere Meduſean locks! 

Conſt. Oh, not for that, 
Nor for the few faint graces of a form 
Now cruſh'd to earth, do I lament !—Alberto,! 
If e'er he lov'd me, lov'd me not for thoſe. 
Witneſs, ye conſcious ſhades! where my ſick heart 
Still courts the ſpirit of departed hours, 
*T'was ſympathy of thought, congenial taſte, 
*T'was the fair lucid web that fancy weaves 
O'er yielding ſouls, and ſenſibility 
Enriches with her thouſand Iris .hues, 
Fhat bound us to each other.—He is changed ! 
Changed to himſelf / The world has ſtepp'd between 

- Wt 

Blaſted with magic ſpell our fairy bow'rs, 
Nor left ev*n Love the power to make us happy. 

Coun, Oh, we ſhall try its influence! ! True Al- 

derto, 

No more the ſtripling that ſome two years paſt 
Thought love ſupreme, now tow'rs above his equals ; 
Far- fam'd for valour, as for noble birth; 


And boaſts a monarch's favour.—Say, "twas for- 


be tune, 
A lucky chance, that bade the Turkiſh ſquadrons 


Fly from his ſword, and our beſt chieftains own him 
Braveſt amid the brave | He deems not fo ;— 


But, conſcious of. ſuperior power, infers 
Superior merit. Yet when court cabals, | 


| Levees, and flatterers, ceaſe to fill the day, 


When 


SES . — — 
” — — — — _—_ 
— — — — — — —— * ä 


„ 
When our ſweet ſhades again mall woo to love, 
And peace—But ſoft! my father en Con- | 
ſtantia, 
| Reſume thy fortitude ! I ſhall have ok, 
Much yet to tell thee. 
Count . Oh, you're found, my wande- 
rers ! 
I fought you through the caſtle : ſweet Conſtantia, 
Wilt thou ſtill play the fick one? Shame upon't ! 
We muſt call in a tribe of our young courtiers 
To bid the truant bluſhes to their ſtation. 
We ſhall have feaſts anon ! What ſays my daughter? 
J bring you tidings of the Lord Alberto : 
He comes upon the hour. 
Coun, Indeed! 
Count, Even ſo! 
Nay, I might tell you more, but work 5 you care not. 
Lou are too much enamoured of each other 


| To think of revelry and ſports ; tho' ev'n 


A brave young lord ſhould head them. 
Nay, ſhould the king, 
Deviſing how he may enrich a favourite, 
Send him to claim a bride. | 

Coun, A bride! 

Conſt, Oh heaven 

Coun, How 1s't Conſtantia ? 

Conſt. But a ſudden fickneſs— 
Your pardon, Sir! You ſpoke of Lord Alberto; 
Or was't the error of mine ear? 

Count, Conſtantia, | 
— Theſe ſudden ftarts, and panic fits of tremor, 
Claim heedful notice; they import a malady 

Of dangerous conſequence; and our true love 
Bids ſeek a remedy. *Twere beſt retire : 

The air blows chill for tender frames like thine, 

[The CouNnTEss leads CONSTANTIA towards 
the Caſtle.) 

And tender hearts too! This fond girl diſturbs me 

There is a ſecret in this cheriſhed weakneſs 
| I do not wiſh to learn. 
To the CounTEs3, who RE, 


R i 
«3 


Thou'rt 


— 2 — — ) — 2 —— — — 


* 1 

Thou'rt made of tears . 

And ſoft endearments! Tis your ſex's foible 

Ever to love too little, or too much ! » 

Of thy fair friend no more. Dear tho' I prize her, 

There is a cloſer, ſofter, nearer tie, 2 
at twines around my heart. My darling child! 

With what exceſs of fondneſs I have loved thee, 


Heav'n only knows! And well thy youthful grace, 


Thy gentle manners, and unſullied duty, 
Have juſtified the weakneſs, Can I then, 
Even in the bloom and luſtre of thy virtues, 


Then, when my feeble age moſt claims their ſuc- 


COUr, 


Can I conſent to loſe thee ? Yet, my daughter, 
Spite of theſe fooliſh drops that mar my ſpeech, _ 
It muſt be ſo! Thou art Lord Albert's bride. 
The court, the world, demand thee ! Royalty 
Itſelf moſt graciouſly approves the union. 
Fraught with remembrance of thy early charms, 


Even now the favourite comes in haſte to claim 
thee : 5 | PE. 


| Mark the diſpatches ! 7 | 
Coun. (rejecking them.) Of my early charms! 
Truſt me, my Lord, Alberto mocks us both. 


Count I would not have it fo, nor will believe 


35355 | 
There is a lurking ſpirit in thine eye 
That leads to libedience mark me well! 
Motives moſt potent and unanſwerable, 
That touch my honour, nay perhaps my life, 
Enforce thy prompt obedience ! Childiſh friend- 
* | 


Ip, | 
And all — flimſy web of fine - ſpun feelings, 
Are blown aſide by the ſtrong breath of nature. 
For thy Conſtantia, when thou deck'ſt a court, 
She will not want a huſband. Such a dowry, 
As a fond ſire might give a ſecond-born, 
My love ſhall laviſh on her. | | 
Coun. Vaanly laviſh! | | IEEE 
A grave and winding ſheet, my lov'd Conſtantia, 
wil ſoon be all thy portion. 
2 B Count - 


"1408 


( 14 ) 
Count 2 ythee, peace ! | 
Who dies in youth, dies beſt; dies i innocent: | 
Yer thou may'ſt live fo woo! 
Coun. Alas, my father 
| You tremble, you are pale—ſome cruelſecret— 
Of henour and of life you ſpoke but late! 
I marked it not; but now thick - ruſhing fancies 
Preſs on my heart, and call forth all its fears. 
Count Why ſhould'ſ thou know, what knowing | 
would afflict thee ? 
Art thou not noble, rich and innocent ? 
Coun. 1 hope I am ſo! 
Count Then be ſure on't quickly, 
By being Albert's wife! 
Coun. Oh, tell me wherefore 2 Pa 
What myſtery's in this? Why ſhould I barter 


A name as great, a ſtate more rich than Albert's, | : | 
For aught that he can offer ? And for virtue, + 
Judge me juſt heav'n, how ſcant would be its Por- 5 


| tion 
In the baſe heart that thus could wrong itſelf! L 
Count Then wrong thy father! Diſfavow thy 
name ! 
Bring my hoar head with forrow to-the grave, 
And wander forth a hopeleſs, helpleſs orphan. 
Coun. What ſhould this mean? Heav'n ſhield my 
*  honour'd fire ! 
Some phrenzy, ſure 
Count The worſt of phrenzy—Guilt ! "i 
Yet *twas 2 venial crime! Hear me, my daugh- 
ter! 
I will a tale unfold —— ; 
Which on thy life, thy honour, and thy duty, 
I do command thee never to reveal! 
— A younger brother born, and unendowed, 
My youth was paſt in penury and arms. 
Il 10 thy mother; truly, fondly loved; _ 
Yet lived to loſe her! Thee, her helpleſs offspring, 
Unheeded by a proud and wealthy race, 
I rear*'din forrow ! Till the chance of war, 
On one drear night, led forth a band of Turks, 
| To 


- 


43 

To waſte the lands thau ſeeſt, and ſpoil yon caſtle, 

The ſcene was bloody; for my wealthier brother, 

Heedleſs of danger, and unſkill'd-in arm, 
Lodged there his wiſe and infants: they were twins : 

Twins, as it ſeemed, in forrow | To be brief, 

'Th' exterminating foe ſwept off our vaſlals, 
And in the carnage ſpared nor youth nor age. 

I came to claim my rights ; and-found yon towers, 

That lift their heads ſo gaily o'er the landſcape, 

A ſcene of deſolation ! One domeſtic 

*Scaped from the maſſacre ; and, while he hail'd me, 


Breathed an unwelcome ſecret i in mine ear: - 
The children | 


Coun, What of them ? | 
Count Both were not dead! 
Hid with her nurſe in the ſarrounding, foreſt, . 
The girl ſurvived. 


Coun. My heart divines the reft | 

It was Conſtantia ! 
Count Pr'ythee, calm thy tranſports ! 

I faw this infant — born to princely fortunes, 

Torn from great Nature's maſs, and left to me; 
Me, doomed henceforth her vaſſal, or her lord! 

I choſe my fate! The reſt I need not tell. 

Thou know'ſt with what officious care my heart 

Has reared her childhood ; with what tender fond- 
| neſs, 
Next to thyſelf, has drawn bas to my boſom. 
. = Nor have I, like the iron-hearted villain, 

| - Hated whom had injured. Yet does fear, | 

The curſe of guilt, ſtill hang upon my footſteps. 
Her age—her form—and ſome ſurviving vaſſals, 


Whom neither power can trace, nor wealth can 
ſilence, 


May yet betray me. 
Conn. Oh! betray thyſelf! 
„Call to thy memory the glorious precept | 
That bids us 8 the helpleſs and the orphan, 
And boldly 
Count Raſh, ding girl, beware 
Silence thy murmurs ; — all thy duty ; : 
2 As 


= (..16-): 
As Albert's wife, no voice ſhall dare arraign thee. 
No hand of pow'r ſhall ſeize theſe fair domains, 
Or blaſt me with diſhonou r.. 

( bugle ſounds without ) 

Hark! the ſummons _ | 

That bids me greet my noble gueſt. Beware 
For know, the hour that tells thy father's ſhame, 
Fixes thy father's fate! 
- [Lay, his hand on his ſword, and exit.] 
_ Coun. (ſola) Thou Pow'r ſupreme! 
_ Gild the wild mazes of this perilous way 
With hy bright ſtar of truth! 
And oh ! whatever ills my fate betide, 
Still let its ſacred beams my footſteps guide! 
Dark tho? the clouds, and black the tempeſt roll, 
That ray is ne er obſcured that lights the /aul, 


— — — 


¶Muſic with an accompaniment of cymbals, fc. 
by "Turkiſh ſlaves, who advance with the © 
| domeſtics of - the CounT, and take. their 
ftation before the gate; they are met'by be 
retinue of ALBERT : abe, laftly, appears 
himſelf, and, with the procefſion, enters the 
2 Caftle.] ts 


Exp or TRE - FixsrT Acr. 


ar 


ACT. 


1 


An art binber 6 in the Caſtle, with folding FR the 


pillars gaily wreathed with flowers, and the nicbes 


adorned with ſtatues, bearing baſkets of PTY on 
their heads. — (Maſic within.) « 


OsMonD VR . 


| * * HAT, ho! who waits, * 2—Quick ! 
More wine i'the feaſting chamber! Lazy knaves ! 
Is this a time to ſtare, and ſhake. your heels ? 
| Firſt let your Lords. be ſerved | More wine, I ſay l 
Let the ſaloon be hung with freſher flowers; 
And ſee the 1 ices yield not. 88 —diſpatch! 
| Exit. 


; Several formate croſs the e braring filver eauers 


of WINE. .. 


. 


UERTO and Marn LAS. 


Uber. Pr'ythee, good Mathias, let's have a cup 
of my Lord's Tokay, W it be but to drink to 
my Lady's health. 

Mat. (drinking.) This is rare foort, 1 "aith ; . if 
there be ſuch merry days as this at court, why the 
devil take labour and the country, ſay I! 

. Uber.. But who, I marvel, would have thought 
your courtiers had been ſuch morons e, Ma- 

as? 

Mat, Nay, for the matter of that, if, it be gene- 
r0us to eat, drink, and be merry at another man's 


B 3 coſt, 


* 
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— 8. - X — 
*** — 
8 


— ___ 
— 
2 = . A > 


e 
coſt, why generoſity is a cheap virtue, and what few 
would be without. | * 

Uber. There thou misconceiveſt me, man! In the 
article of eating and drinking, I ſay not that your 
courtier 15 more kind-hearted than your clown ; But 
if mirth be, as we are told, the zeſt of the enter- 
tainment, he muſt be allowed to be the moſt gene- 
- Tous man alive who keeps the feaſt only for himſelf, 
and leaves the mirth for us, his poor ſervitors. Now 
for the inſtance ! What think ſt· thou of the company 
_ within? -— : 5 | 
Mat. That my Lord is moody — the Counteſs 
hath the ſpleen—Sigiſmond is ſad—and the Lady 
Conſtantia ſicx. For the Lord Albert, indeed — 
Uber. Oh! he hath all complaints at once! He 
hath the court fever; and looks at a ſerving- man, 
as though he wondered why heaven beſtowed five 
ſenſes on any being leſs magnificent than himſelf. 
Mat. Come, another cup of wine, and then— 
er. Peace, fool We'll have more wine anon; 
Tor ſee, here comes the Lord Sigiſmond. 


1 $1015MOND -enters from the folding doors, and 
paſſes the ſtage thoughtfully, ſpeaking to. UR BRTO. 
Maße.] F 1 5 


-Sxxvanr'( followed by Robo nus). 
**Diſpatches from the court, to Lord Alberto. 


'OzMonD 'pives them o UBER TO, who carries 
them in. Manent..OsMonD and Ropor- 
us.] , | 


/n. Honeſt *Rodolphus, welcome ! Thy ſuit 
bears teſtimony againſt thee ; and looks as if 
thou hadſt ſeen more ſervice than preferment at 
Court. X 11 | | g b 
Rod. When I'firft wore this.ſuit I was. my Lord's 
friend; now, Jam but his ſerving-man. + I could 
have had a laced coat as well as the reft, had = 


4 0-3 
| pleaſed me; but I had rather be the hamble atten- 
 -:dant of bis fools, than the firſt fool of his atten- 
daants. 1 . 
On. Why what is it that hath made thee ſo ſple- 
netic, good Rodolphus ;; 5 
Rod. That, maſter Oſmond, which might make 
any man ſplenetie —age and diſappointment. I was 
my Lord's follower when he was an infant ;—his 
. play-fellow when he was a boy ;—and now that I 
am grown old and grey-headed, every knave that 
bas the wit to flatter him, ſteps before me. To. 
On. Yet I remember when you were here ſome 
two years ago | 5 5 | 
Rod. Aye, good Oſmond, thou art not grown a 
great man, and therefore may'ſt reaſonably have a 
memory of two years ſtanding ;—yet that of a 
great man, I trow, is not ſo ſhort, but if a ſervice 
is in queſtion, he knows where to apply. My Lord's 
pride left me at home; but his convenience did not 
forget that I ſhould be the moſt faithful bearer of 
his diſpatches. (The foldixg doors are opened) But ſoft 
.you—here he comes. He ſeems moved too! Why, 
What a fool am Ito carryſo green a heart under grey 
_ locks ! Now could I blubber like a whipt ſchool boy, 
Teſt I ſhould have been the bearer of miſchief, 

«Alb. (with letters in his hand). What time, Ro- 
Aolphus, loſt you on the road? EY 
= Rod. Juſt two days, my.. Lord, four hours, and 
= - ſome odd minutes—the latter of which only were 
ſpent in eating and repoſe. 

; 2 (thoughtfully) Bear you from Arnulph 
& + aught ? 5 | TSF TN 
Nod. Nothing, my Lord. Os 5 

Alb. Two days delay ! Was there no quicker con- 
Nod. None, my Lord, unleſs I had intereſt in the 
air, and could have borrowed a pair of wings. As 
far as gold or zeal could ſupply their place, your 
Lordſhip has no reaſon to complain.” 
Alb. ?Tis well! You may retire. 


TExit Red. 


2) 
— My adverſe ſtar 
At- length hath gained th? aſcendant ! 1 am loft. 
| Down buſy devil! ! (laying his hand on his beart) 
Thou betray'ſt thyſelf _ 
With fearfal fluſhings ; which, like lurid clouds, | 
Portend to vulgar eyes the burſting ſtorm. 
A fallen favourite! No time left to prop 
My tottering fortunes with Roſelva's pow'r! 
Ev'n when ſome ready demon was at hand 
To drive him to my purpoſe. Vet, perhaps, 
All may be well yet. Once eſpouſed, the rank, 
The wealth, and numerous minions of my will, 
Conjointly with my perſonal daring, well 
Might awe ev'n royalty. Twere a brave deed 
Jo cruſh where I have vainly ſtrove to ſnare; 
And witboneſtrong, collected blow, deſtroy 
The puny inſects that would ſting me thus. 
It fires my hope !. Who waits there ? Say to the F 
Count, —_ 
N do defire a moment's eonf'rence.— Way, Sir! I 
(eo Sigiſmond, whom he meets.) 
Sig. "When Albert learns to ſpeak with courteſy, 
pe He may have courteous hearing. 
Alb. Albert, Sir, | 
Perhaps may want the time to ſcan his talk, 
And deal out candied courteſies of words 
ba the quaint eſtimate of ruſtic breeding. | 
Civility, my Lord, 's the courtier's traffic! 
4 7 not treſpaſs on you for a virtue! 
Alb. Vou are preſuming! | 
Sig. Only frank, Lord Albert! 
A very mirror to the paſſing object; ; 
Neflecting even, its blots. - 
Alb. More free of ſpeech ! . 
This roof is privileged, or it might. chance 
* You're ſafe, Sir! | 
Si/. So I ſhall eſteem myſelf, 
While Ido wear a ſword! _- 
I Exit. . The Count enters onthe 4 ow 
Alb. Noble Roſelva, > 
II preſs upon your leiſure ; but the time 


E 


Is 


) 


4:1 


Is full of way yward checks. The bubble, pleaſure, 


Cannot prẽſume 


Of late ſo arkling to mine eye, hath burſt, 
And leaves my ſtream of fortune dark and carbid. 
I muſt to court, my Lord. 
Count How, back ſo ſoon ! 
Alb. With my beſt ſpeed. Some day or two, 
perchance, | | 
We ſteal from loyalty : days which, when paſſed, 
Like the bright luſtre of a ſetting ſun, 


Shall leave a golden track. Oh! it doth move 


me, | 
Evin to: my ſtretch of patience, that, or r-War, 
Or'the blind demon, Politics, ſhould haunt us 


Ev 'n in the lap of Peace. 


Count Tis moſt perverſe! 85 ; — | 


5 The cauſe unknown too ! 


Alb. Only hinted at, 
And ſealed to ſecrecy.— Oh! dared al TORY 


© But zbat were paſt ER ! 


. Count Noble Albert % a= 


Alb. Alas l you know me n 
I do confeſs me proud—aſpiring—raſh— 
Nurſed in the lap of vain proſperity, 
And dazzled by my fortunes ! Thou, perhaps, 
Wilt deem ſo too, if I ſhould thus, unwoding, 
Stinted the lover's offerings of fighs, 
Aſpire to call Roſelva's heireſs mine. m 
Count How)! Wed ſo ſuddenly ! 
Alb. *'Twas a raſh. on. ol 


Your pardon, Sir. 


Count (+houghtfully) My daughter hath a foul 
le as duteonus ; and ſo maiden white 


It hath not learnt to bluſh ! She may be won 


Beyond th' obſervance of her ſex's rules. 
And you have form and eloquence, my Lord, 
To tempt a woman's will. —l will conſider. 
Alb. Nay, if confidered—'tis half ſanQified ! 
Came—come—it muſt be ſo! Forms and ceremo- 


. nies 
| Are 


(=) 


Are nought 3 in honour's or in love's account. 
Say, 'twere to-morrow=— | 

Count Well “tis ſudden too Mh 
It may perchance be happier — ge it ſo ! 


Alb. (kiffing his hand) Now, by my life, this be 


: nerous, frank compliance, 
Binds me your ſon and ſervant! 2 
Count I will leave you: ©: 
The time claims thought. A father too hath pangs, 
When yielding thus the treaſure of his age 
I will prepare my daughter. Gentle Albert. 


When ſhe. is thine— But wherefore ſhould I urge 


thee? 
Thou haſt a ſoul- to feel her worth —I'm choak'd ! 


| [ Exit, abruptly. 


Alb. I folus.) Proſperous ſo far: Or hath my 
-  worſer genius 


| Betrayed me to my fate? A cold fick . 

. Bv'n daſh'd me at the moment of ſucceſs, 

And dew'd my daſtard brow ! Conſtantia too 

Oh ! ſhe — o'er me like a wintry cloud, 

Blaſting my noon of fortunes. She yet lives! BALD 

2 3 drugs have quench'd the _ of 

Yetleft the embers,—But a fin gle chill, Les F 

And thoſe. are cold too. — Well! it ſhall be 
weigh'd. fe 

The demon, Pride, is buſy i in-my. ſoul, 

ny a thouſand hideous mirrors up, 

' Peopled with ſhadowy mischiefs. One fair form 

Alone ſtands forth, and points a bright perſpective. 

It muſt be ſo! Roſelva's princely heireſs 

Shall yet be mine! 

Hence then the idle fopp eries of love ! 

„Who dun 15 fortune, muſt my Yengrance m : 

xit. 


. SCENE 


* 


5 23 ) 
SCENE—4 low Gothic gallery, with a range of. 


arched doors on one ſide of the tage, and painted 205 
ments on the otber, to correſpond. 


Conſt. ( ſola.) He bade! me meet him in the weſtern 
allery: 
Would he were here, or e' er my falling ſtep 
Play truant to my heart. Fain would I greet him 
As in the bloom and may-day of my life 


When my light foot ſcarce preſs d th' unconſcious 


round, 
And health diffuſed a luſtre o'er the day 
That mock'd the paler ſun-beam; I have mark'd 
him; 00 
Noted each little change that time hath made 
In my heart's tablet; and, with jealous glance, 
Have almoſt chid the rude and manlier graces 
That have uſurp'd the primy charm of youth. 
Hark !—No !—the founding arches mock mine 
ear. 


Ah, tis himſelf ! My Iord !'—my love my 


Albert! 
[ I hr:xws herſelf into bis arms as he enters. 
Alb. My ſweet Conſtantia !—Nay, I pr'ythee 
check: 
'This tranſport; that doth ſhake thy tender frame 
Almoſt to fainting. 
Conſt. I would fain be ſtrong, 
Be rational—be calm—but 'twill not be, 
My wayward heart, ſo long unuſed to joy, 
Heaves with ſuch wild convulſive throbs to meet 
. 
As ſhake the pow'rs of life! Oh, thou unkind 
one !: ES 
But I will not complain ;—the ſacred vow 
That bound me to'thee at the holy altar, 
Binds not the heart alone; my will is thine ! 
Yet blame me not, if, -on the verge of being, 
Unown'd—nunhonour'd—nay, perhaps,  unloy'd— 
I graſp the little 800 that 2 te allows me, 
Wa Painful extaſy ! 


Alb, 


Pg 


* 


Conf. Never. 


„„ „ 
Alb. Thelittle, ſay'ſt thou ! 


Oh, had Conſtantia ſtill retain'd that paſſion- 
Which once ſhot roſeate bluſhes o'er her cheek, 
Lived in her accent, languiſh'd in her eye, 


And gave each charm its own ethereal luſtre ; 


Then had ſhe met me with a joy ſo. pure, 
It had defied the feeble pow'r of fate 
To daſh it with a care. Nay, pr'ythee ſmile ! 


. Or I ſhall think thou art a very wife, 
And mean'ſt to chide thy truant. 


Conft. Deareſt Albert! 


When, deaf to gratitude's commanding voice, 
And reckleſs of my virgin fame, I dared 


To plight in ſecret an unſanctioned vow, 

[ loſt that peace which is the life of virtue. 
Yet thou wert mine; and my 1dolatrous heart 
Liv'd on the certitude :—till lofing that, 


I'd well nigh loſt life too! Hour, days, and 


months, 3 
Have paſt in ſad and ſober recollection 
Since laſt we met: —and ſtill, as they*ve gone by, 


Some early flow'r of fancy and of youth 5 
Hath droop'd the head and withered :—firmer rea- 


ſon | 


Alone increaſed in vigour—ſpread its foliage, 


Wholeſome, but chilling, o'er a thankleſs ſoil. 
Alb. If this ſame reaſon makes my fair one ſad, 
I'll not a leaf ont. tis a bitter plant. | 


Come, come,. I know this pretty ſelf-reproach 


Tends, hke the veil coquetry bids you draw 
O'er brighteſt eyes, to make the dart more ſure. 


But tell me, love — in thoſe ſame months thou ſpeakꝰſt 


of, 


Thoſe tedious months of abſence — Has thy 


tongue ä 
It were a venial treſpaſs Has it never— 


I could not chide an twere ſo—Ne'er betray'd 


The myſtery of our union ? 


Alb 


— * 
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„ 
lb; How ? 
In the ſoft hours of confidence and friendſhip, | 
Ne'er hinted—ſmiled—or bluſhed. away the ſecret 1 
| oy” Oh, never! 
The good prieſt too — 
Cosy. Thad wrote thee, 
Or 1'miſtake, that heav'n long ſince had call'd him. 
Alb. Tis true; I had forgot,—(a/ide) Heav'n was 
moſt gracious 
To further deeds in which heav'n has no ſhare. 
(To her) His fate was ſudden too—But he was 
pious: 
And pious minds are.never unprepared 
For their great audit. 
Conſt. Happy who, like him, 
Have early cloſed the various page of life, 
And lifting the dim view from hence on high, 
Have traced the ſacred characters of heav'n 
Alb, (afide.) Moſt beauteous ſaint ! Now, by my 
life, thoſe charms 
Might warm an anchorite. An anchorite, ſaid I! 
Weak fires may thaw—dShe, planet-like, has ſpells 
To rule the boundleſs ocean of ambition! 
I ſhall be loſt! 
Conft, Truſt me, my love, Hou e tt chang'd too! 
Even mid the pomp and ſplendour of a court, 
Thy heart, perchance, is ſick ! 
Alb. (aſide) My reaſon rather! 
Conſt, Some lovelier fair 
Alb. I ſhould have curs'd the tongue, 
Had it been aught but thine, that dared ſuggeſt it! 
Hear, and believe me, deareſt, when I ſwear, 
In all the tedious hours I've paſt without thee, _ 
Ne*er hath my wandering eye encountered beauty, 
But it hath breath'd-a ſigh for my Conſtantia ! 
= yet, my love 
> Ah? What ? 
Thou ſhould'ſt be great, 
Be noble.—Nature, when ſhe gave thee beauty, 
Matchleſs, imperial beauty—gave a claim 
That — have bankrupt 8 3 — means ; ; 
But 


3 1 6 ) 
But treacherous love has marr'd the glorious gift, 
And caſt thee on a beggar. 


Conſt. Art thou one? 
Alb. Clouded the fair perfoBion of ha form, 


That ſhould have blaz'd, like a bright wand'ring E 


ſtar, 
The wonder of the hemiſphere—in darkneſs, 
Obſcurity, and ſorrow. 

Const. Is it ſorrow 
To call thee mine? To ſpend my painful vigil 
In dwelling on thy memory? and in pray'r 
That when Conſtantia filent ſleeps in duſt, 
Thou may'it be happy 

=_ Doſt thou wn" me, then ? 

* Love you! Oh, heavens! 
Not with your ſex's paſſion ; 

With jealouſy, with tears, with fond endearment : 
But with a flame ſo generous and ſo noble, 
That it could ſoar beyond their teeble ken, 
And aim at manly daring ! 
Conſt. Name your proof 
| 418. Could it renounce the ſelfiſh claims of wife ? 
Rich in my fortunes, richer in my love, 
Aſſert its empire o'er my heart alone, 
And leave the world a name? 

Conſt. ¶ diſordered.] How ſhould I anſwer 
To what I underſtand not? 

Alb. To be plain; 
Thou know'ſt my means ill ſuited to my birth.— 
Honour and fame are mine: but wealth the 
„ 
The clay on which we build choſe tott'ring pes, 
Muſt be acquired by art,—Roſelva's heireſs— 

Confl. (faintly. ) Pre ythee no more! 

Alb. Nay ſhrink not !—To hear half 
Were but to blaſt thee. ' 

Conft. 1 am blaſted now !. 
Oh heav'n !—Oh earth! — Can it be poſſible 3 ? 
Wouldſt thou thus coolly meditate deſtruction? 
Thus ſpread a wide accumulating ruin? 


A ruin, 


F 
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A ruin, that would mock ſweet _ $ pow! r 
To raiſe it from the duſt ! 


Alb. (impatiently.) Art mad? 
Conft. Paſt cure! 
Ev'n at the moment when my fleeting ſenſe 
Hung on thy 1 image; and enfeebled life 
Stood tott'ring on the precipice of fate, | 
Then, then to plunge me down the vaſt profound, 


Ev'n with the outſtretch'd arm that ſeem'd to ſave. 
me! | 


Oh, mercileſs ! 


Alk. (feizing her hand roughly.) Peace! Peace! 
Conf. (wildly.) Where ſhall I find it? 
The cherub fits in heav'n, and mocks my pray'r! 
The earth is covered with a miſt Wn crimes | 
That hides her from our view ! See how it thick- 
| ens! 


All's black — All's dark !—Thy hand—We're loſt ! 
Oh, mercy ! {/be faints,) 
Alb. I am a devil! = have diſpoſſeſt 
An angel's reaſon ! 
Conft. (recovering,) Art thou there, my Albert ? 
Oh, I've had dreams. But thou art by to ſhield 
me 
Alb. Reſt then on me. 
Conſt, My brain is all confuſion : 
This weakneſs is moſt ſtrange ! for I have ta'en 
Of thoſe ſame powders, that you ſent me, oft. 
Alb. (flarting.) Indeed ! | 
Conſt. Nay, but this very morn, to chear our 
meeting, 
And give the name of Health to't, I had ſwal- 
low'd 
The cordial draught thy tender care prepared 
For my worſt need. 
Alb. Oh heav'n ! 
Conſt. Did I not right? 
Nay, truſt me, love, it cheared me much; yet 
now, 


I know not wherefore, all things ſwim before me. 
2 "Tis 


( 28 ) 


| "Tis but-a moment ſince methought thy form 
Aſſumed ſome horrid ſemblance. | 
Alb. Reſt will chear thee. | 


Conſt. (as ſhe goes out.) When ſhall we meet 
f again? | 

Alb. (diſturbed.) To-morrow. 
Conſt. Here? po | 15 

11b. (with increaſing perturbation.) Ves, here. 
Conſt. Tis well; I ſhall remember. | 


Alb. Aye, indeed! 3 | 
Your memory will be long then; and muſt reach 
Ev'n to that gloom where fancy's ſelf expires. 
Conſtantia, thou art loſt ! And the black venom 
That taints thy blood, has, with infectious pow'r, 
StoPn o'er my heart, and poiſon'd all its joys. 
Away, remorſe !—the deed that's paſt mult be 
As it had never been! „„ | 

Going out, he meets the COUNT and COUNTESS, 
Count My noble gueſt, | 


"You're well encounter'd—Start not thus, my daugh- | 


der; | 
Lord Albert bears no terrors. ; 
Alb. (fill-gifturbed.) Good my Lord — 
c_ Nay, gentle Albert, fathers have a privi- 
lege 35 | | 
'To * forms of ſex. = | 
Alb. (to the Countęſi.) Dared I believe 
Coun, My Lord, you have a ſecret monitor, 
Without preſumption, well may bid you truſt 
To what you wiſh.— ] do beſeech you, ſpare me 
Some two hours henee my father will impart 
What conſcious honour, and, 1 hope, a ſenſe 
Of nature's rights, may dictate. Reſt we thus; 
 Reſelva's heireſs cannot be unconſcious 
Of Lord Alberto's worth. 


Ab. (laying his hand on--his breaſt.) My thanks 


are here. | | [Ext 
Count Why doſt thou trifle thus? Why dreſs thy 
tongue _ 
In dubious promiſes ? 
1 Caun. 


| [Exit into a chamber. 


(v7 
Coun. Oh, rather, why _ 
Muſt I debaſe truth's everlaſting luftre - 
With vile equivocation ? 

Count Thou art chang'd. 
I deem'd thee duteous : truſt me 1 can change too 
Has then a 1 0 voice no power to awe ? 

{ gave thee life! 
Coun, You gave me more ev'n; virtue! I 
Reaſon, the glorious pow'r to judge of wrong ; 
And courage to declare. Nay, dear my father, 
Look not upon me with an angry eye : 
I am your daughter, tutor'd by your cares; 
And can J, in one ſelfiſh hour, forget 
Each nobler principle thoſe cares have cherzfh'd ? 
Lou had a thouſand, thouſand claims to urge you: 
Aſpiring maphood; pride; unheeded ſorrows 3 
The fond exceſſes of parental love: 
All that could tempt the proud, or warm the in- 
jured. 
But 1—a creature nurſed in luxury, 
Whoſe every feeling, poliſh'd even to weakneſs, 
Starts at the thought of wrong—ſhall I inflict it? 
Infli& it on a helpleſs—ſuffering friend? 
Bid me do this, and tremble at the future ! 
Tremble at the black lift of nameleſs crimes 
Such monſtrous guilt, may gender! 
Count Thou perverſe one 
But well I gueſs thy ſecret ſoul aſſigns 
Motives more powerful than this fine-ſpun honour, 
To tempt thee from thy duty.—Sigiſmond—= _ 
| Coun, Nay, wrong me not ſo far !—Tho' my 
heart cheriſh'd 
A paſſion dearer than its vital flood ; 
Tho! all of happineſs concentred there 
Left nought to virtue but her own bright record ; 
T call atteſting angels down to witneſs 
That I would bid my ſtubborn ſenſes yield, 
And own her voice in yours * | Yet hear me ſwear 
too 
By that ſame heav'n whoſe ſacred mandate bids 
Nat to inflict what we ſhould grieve to ſuffer, 


C3 That 


41 
That while my lov'd Conſtantia lives to claim 7 
them, 

Ne er ſhall my treach'rous pow'r invade her rights : 
Ne er ſhall my ſecret ſoul conceive the wiſh, 


Nor my baſe tongue prenounce th' . unhallowd 
- vow, 


That thus would ſanction fraud. 
Count. Ist poſſible ? 

Away, ingrate !-—Oh thou doſt plant freſh thorns, 
When thy ſoft hand alone could pluck out thoſe 
That cruel memory fixt here! Get thee hence! 
Iwill but con a leſſon of humility, 

And follow thee anon. —Yes—'tis moſt fit 
That I ſhould learn to be an infant's vaſſal. 
My knees are old and ſtubborn— but they'll bend; 
At leaſt to heav'n and then — no matter hence. 
Coun. I dare not leave you. 5 
Count Vou have dared do that 
To which all future darings are as feathers 

In the great ſcale of nature. 

Coun.. Oh, my father? 

Count Away, thou'lt drive me deſperate! 
Wer. (without.) Help ho help there B 

Count What cry was that 13 
Ther. (entering from one ef the arched doors. * The 

lady Conſtantia, Sir, 
Demands your inſtant ſuccour. 
Count Say'ſt thou? 
Coun, Heavens! 


* her. Half frantic—flutt'ring on the verge of be- 
in | 


By fits'ſhe lives, and dies.—See—ſee—ſhe's here! 99 
Corp. (led in from the ſame door.) Air—air— . 


more air Oh, yon have cruel kindneſs ! 5 
Why do you hold me thus ?—You- choak—yo ou kill 
- | me! [| 


Aye—here I breathe-more freely ! 

Count Sweet Conſtantia, 

'-Give me thy hand. 

Cenſt. And my pulſe too, I warrant ! 
-No——ne—no more of medicine —it hath kilPd me. 


Count 


— ne 4 


(88) 
Count Hath medicine kilPd thee ? 
Conſt. Aye a villain's, Sir? 
Count (in diforder.) T gave her none | 
Phyfi. My Lord! 
- Coun. Alas ! ſhe wanders! | 
Phy. It is not ftrange. Exhauſted nature oft, 
When ſhe hath loſt her pure and healthful ſpring, 
Genders ſtrange meteors and wild fiery ſtarts, 
The offspring of corruption.—Yet this morn 
1 found her calm and temp” rate — ſhe's much 
chang'd. 
Coun. But not to death! 
Phy. Would, Madam, 7 could ſay ſo! 
Coun. Oh no—it cannot be he whoſe fair 
cheek 
So lately ſhamed the morning e pulſe 
Beat with the ſteady tone of health and virtue! 
Conſt. (draauing ber hand from that of the Coun- 
teſs, and looking at it.) What's here ?—a tear 
—a ſoft and gracious drop ; 
From orbs of mercy—l can feel its influence— 
Mark you how it hath cool'd me! | 
Coun. Cooled thee, ſay'ſt thou ? 
Death's in this hand. 
Count Her fever is moſt potent. 
Conft. ( gazing earneſtly around. ) Is there none 
elſe here ? | 
Count None, dear ſufferer ! 
Whom would'ſt thou? 
Conſt. Nobody no matter yet | 
Methinks there {ould be eyes, that, for each tear 


A 


You drop, ſhould rain down torrents. Oh, that 


pang ! 

Once more ſuch, and all's paſt. 
Coun, Is there no aid? 1 
Phy. None, Madam, that my kill can miniſter. 

The powers of life are waſted ;—life itſelf 

Hangs like a leaf upon a ſapleſs branch, 

Which the firſt breath may ſhake, 

Coun. Yet youth like hers— 


r YI WERE es bn ng 7 es — 


„ > OP 
Conſt. (wildly) Who talks of life and youth 1 
am wither'd—feeble! 
Grief hath ſtruck palſies here (laying her hand on her 
heart )— Feel how it trembles ! | 
And now—Oh, agony !—You tear it from me! 
(repels the COUNTESS.) 
Spare n me oh, ſpare my heart- ſtrings! 
Coun. Gracious heaven, | 
I do ſubmit me to thy will. Oh, take her [ 
And with theſe. drops of painful reſignation, 
May every ſelfiſh and repining thought 


- Be blotted from my foul ! 


F 


Phy. Repoſe her here. (a ſmall ſopba is brought ) 
Conſt. (reviving.) Why ſtand ye ſo far off ? 
Count Sweet, we are near thee. 
Cent. Nay, nay, ye are not—and your voices 
too 
So low—ſo diſtant—that mine ear ſcarce catch- 
—— — 

Light there! — more light—( farting R 7 
Mine eyes are dim too. Ohl (þe dies) 
Coun. Too much of ſorrow !. EIS: 

_ The. Help there—Raiſe her! 

Count (dropping the lifeleſs hand.) No! 
Tis paſt.—She's dead: and that ethereal eſſence 
That gave the flow'r its ſoft and living perfume, 


Is loſt in air. 


Phy. Look to the Counteſs there ! 
Count Bear in the beauteous clay 
(Fi he ſopha is borne off ; the CounT takes his 
daughter in his arms, and figns to the at- 
 teudants, who follow the ys )- 
My child—My dear one! 
Nay ope thine eyes ! ! 
Coun. They are turn'd inward, Sir! | 
And there have learnt a leflon of ſubmiſſion. 
I am awe-ſtruck, and-own the voice of heay” n. 


Roſelva hath no heireſs now but ne; 


And 7 no will but yours. 
Count Still then thou'rt ons! ! 
Truſt me, my child, I would not urge thy wall, 2 


63390) 
Did I not ſera train of happy days 
| Riſe from this mournful hour. 
Coun, 3 they may ſo. One at leaſt is reſ- 
cue 
From the black liſt, when 1 obey a father. 
This night, with your good leave, I would devote 
To pray'r for my lov'd friend. —To-morrow's ſun 
Shall find a joyleſs, but obedient heart, 
Ready, an it ſhall pleaſe lord Albert claim it, 
To yield its plighted vow. One boon alone: 
That, faithful to the buſineſs of the ſtate, 
He part o'the inſtant. Our leſs urgent haſte 
May claim ſome ſew days? reſpite! 
Count At thy wiſh ! 
1 will not wrong the virtue of thy ſorrow / 
By ill-tim'd feſtivals. Yet pr'ythee chear thee! 
Coun. Nay let me WEep, my father, Dews like 
"theſe: 
Are. blaſting only to the weeds of life; - 
The virtues bloom beneath them. Sacred tears! 
How many ſoft and tender courteſies, 
How many graces, that rapacious death 
Has ſnatch'd from vulgar viſion, new embodied, | 
Through your bright medium riſe again to being, Fl 
Ting Tg v warm — high with 3 divine Fl 
"[Exeunts 


.Exp or TRA SECOND ACT. 
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ACT m 
_A Garden belonging to the Caſtle. 
OsMOND and the PHYSICIAN. | 


Phy. Nope. ALs ſo ſecret and ſo ſudden, blend- 
ing feſtivity as it were with tears, and mirth with 
mortality! By my faith, Maſter Oſmond, but this 
is ſtrange. ! the Lady Conſtantia was ſurely well be- 
loved? 5 | 5 | 
Qn. By the Count moſt tenderly, and by the 
Counteſs to the very extremity of paſſion. Even 
now hath ſhe paſſed the live-long night, ſurrounded 
by her maids, in grief and meditation; interrupted 
only by the prayer which they chanted in uniſon at 
each returning hour: till morn drew forth a re- 
quiem, whoſe notes ſwell'd with a harmony ſo ſober 
and ſo ſad, that methought it might have charmd 
the diſembodied ſpirit, and call'd it back to earth! 
Oh, never was love more perfect, or more true 
Joy was not joy, till it was ſhared with Conſtantia; 
nor did ſorrow ever cloud the brow of either till ſhe 
- tickened. „ | | 
Phy. And that, as I take it, was ſome twelve- 
month paſt : yet did the deadlineſs of her diſtemper 
never manifeſt itſelf till within the laſt twelve hours; 
and then with a ſuddenneſs!—Hinted you to the 
Count what we talked of, as to the manner of her 
death? | | | 
On. I did, Sir. | 
Phy. And how received he it ? 


/n. 


«= EE © a7 ith; reed 


owe == o—= ban Mt 


 @ 0 
$992 


ler 


| the mandate of tay lord, "Thou art moved. 


—a body without a foul ;—a creature ſo loit, that, 


5 „„ 7 
Oſun. At firſt ſomewhat moodily—yet with a cer- 
tain ſtrangeneſs that led me to bolder ſpeech: till, 
on the mention of pz:/5n, he ſtarted from his feat 
witha petrifying frown, cnid my preſumption, that 
dar'd raſhly queſtion the decrees of heaven—enjoin- 
ed my filence—and ſo diſmiſſed me. 

Phy. Even ſo! 

Oy. With no further ſhaw of 411. 

Phy, Alas! that affection mould prove a ſtill 
frailer flower than mortality. Yet this paſſes not 
ſo.—Oſmond, I do once more repeat to thee, I like 
not the haſtineſs of her death. The Lord Albert 
ftands high in the calendar of courtiers, but not of 
ſaints; and my mind hath miſgivings more than 
my tongue dare utter. Should the workings of 
my fancy bear further teſt, thou ſhalt know more; 
in the interim, counſel with thy diſcretion, and obey 


On. Truly, Sir, both with amazement and ſor- 
row. There was no heart ſo mean that it felt not the 
virtues of the Lady Conſtantia; nor any, I trow, fo 
baſe that it would not avenge the innocent. 

Phy. Aye, Oſmond, tbere is the teit that lifts the 
poor man to the prince the ſervant to his lord; that 
alone equalizes ranks, and raiſes up the weak to be- 
friend that cauſe which the mighty abandon.— Paſt 
not the Lord Sigiſmond thro' yon trees? 


O/m. Rather the ſemblance of the Lord Sigiſmond 


ſeeing him, we might well weep over the wreck of 
a man ; and marvel that the vehemence of ene paſ- 
ſion ſhould fo o'er-maiter the boaſted omnipotence 
of reaſon. 

Phy. There are no hearts more true than tkoſe 
that are touch'd with this nobie energy: nor any re- 
medy fo prompt for our own ſufferings, as that of 
r1ghting the cauſe of others. Sigilmond is diſcreet 
and valiant—l will unboſom myſelf to him.-l have 
yet ſome portion of the drugs—I will analyze the 
— Thereſa muſt again be queſtioned, —All ſhall. be 
examined; and where the black ſpeck is, there muſt 


ve. 


we apply che cauſtic. But ſoft, the Count He 


ſeems diſturbed too — 
O/m. I cannot marvel, Sir Our new - made bride- 
groom, with love that ſomewhat overſteps the bounds 


of plighted honour, ſets his loyalty and ſpeed aſide; 
delays his purpoſed parting till to- morrow's dawn; 
and with a certain zeal that clothes a harſh command 
in gentle phraſe, wooes his fair bride with him to 


gourt—while ſhe— wo 
Phy, *Twere beſt paſs on! 
Oy. Have with you ! 


Phy. Towards the caſtle ! I Exeunt. 


CounT enters {follwwed | by Robo. PH vs). 


Count Pm ſick—at reft—Pll not be further 
mord. | 
So tell him, good Rodolphus ! He doth wrong 
The nobleneſs of his word, to preſs a ſuit, 
Which in my very heat and zeal of friendſhip 
I did deny to him. My daughter's his, | 
Faſt as the ſacred pow'r of oaths can bind her. 
For her ſecluſion and her ſequent journey 
She had my licence; aye, and his I trow, 
Ev'n when he had no privilege to make 
The law by which he bound her! 
——— You've my anſwer— 
Where ſtays he, Sir ? | 
Rod. Pthe caſtle, good my Lord; 
Where he hath vainly ſought you. 
| Count I would have him | 
Still ſeek me vainly ! We've conferr'd already; 
And I do feel a haſty ſpleen within, So 
That bids me ſhun his preſence. —If it ſuit 
With what imports the buſineſs of the ſtate, 
That he make longer ſojourn—all my means 
Are at his beck—while gallant preparation 
Shall wait him to the court. And for my daughter, 
The treaſures of her love, and of her fortune, 
Will both be his—till then, my word is ſacred ! 1 
. I will 


ne 
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J will not urge her further—So report it. 


Olmond ! 
. Ojm. (entering.) My Lord! 


Count (to lg,) The heav'ns, methinks do 
2008 1- 


And guilt, that ſtill engenders ſuperſtition, 
Doth whiſper that they frown on this day's deed ! 


he time is changed, good Oſmond ! 
O/n. To a wonder! 


The moon ſo lately riſ'n, is loſt.— The air, 
Heavy and thick, is ſunk to ſudden ſtillneſs > 
While the ſtreaked boſom of yon nitrous clouds 


as Rod. 


Portends inteſtine War— ( Diſtant chorus). 
e Peace | 
| KI « Peace to the lovely and the good! 15 


Count What muſic's that! . 


O/m. The villagers, m my Lord, ſtill chanting re- 
uiems 
O'er fair Conſtantia's grave. A ruſtic tribute, 
With which they meant to wake the ſilent night, 
And hang on beauty's ſhrine a ſimple garland, 
More wet with tears than dew ; the brooding ſtorm 
2 I fear doth mock their humble gratitude, 
; And urge them homeward ! Hark, my Lord, the 
2 | thunder, 
- Ev'n now in hoarſe and fearful mutterings, 
Warns you to ſhelter ! *Tis but two months paſt 
The rifted bolt did cleave yon ſolid oak, 
And plough the land around. 
Count (to himſelf). Why ſhould I ſhake ?— 
She's dead—the ravenous . grave hath ſwallow'd 
her; 

Yet all's not well here; and th* ended heav' ns 
Do of our granted wiſhes make a ſcourge, 
To laſh us into torture. — She died fairly ! 
But where's the voucher ? A wrong'd heritage ! 


D A nameleſs 


(_ 38-.) 
A nameleſs orphan ſuddenly cut of, 


Ev'n at the nioment—fye!—there's that i the face 


on't 
Would blaſt an angel's witneſs.—Well, we'll in; 
There is more war than in the elements; Wo 
But where's the ſhelter ? Would ſhe lived again. 


[ Exit abruptly. 


Of. ( ſolut). He's deeply mov'd——nor can I woh- 
der at it. 
The potent duty that did bind my lady 
To yield her hand, had yet no pow'r to quell 
Her heart's wild ſwells ;—tears—tremor—and de- 
preſſion, 
Ev'n in the preſence of the ſacred altar, 
'Chaſed the bright fluſh of youth from off her cheek, 
And ſtained the nuptial wreathes ! 
| Good night, Rodolphus ! 
Red. Good night—good night — No time for ce- 
remony! 
The ſtorm is at our heels. Hot ſulph'rous ** 
Dry as they fall upon the earth's parch'd boſoin, 
Or elſe conglobe to duſt! My Lord's retired! 
P've borne the meſſage of your teſty Count; 
The Counteſs mocks his ſuit too. For mine own 
| part” --- 
| Having no love thoughts to ciſturb my ſlumbers, 
My truckle beg is welcome. 
; (Chorus at a di Haret). 


« Peace 1 
Red. Lift, I pray you! 
CHORUS. 
« Peace to the lovely and the good 55 
Red. "Tis heav'nly muſic, ſure ! 


O/n. Alas! mere mortal, 
Wailing mortality ! 


SEMI» 


Js. 
fe 
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SEMI-CHOR US. 2 


% Raſh humanity forbear ! | 
„ Heave not a ſigh, nor drop a tear! 
„When tumultuous feelings rove, 
% Warm with hope, with youth, and love; 
« When contending paſſions fly, 
« To blend and languiſh in the eye; 
«« When the throbbing blood bids ftart 
„ 'Thouſand pulſes from the heart; 
„When the trembling ſenſes ſeek 
% A crimſon harbour in the cheek ; 
, « Then is the time to drop the tear: 
„% Now raſh humanity forbear !” 


CHORUS. 


4 Peace to the lovely and the good !?? 


SEMI-CHORUS, ; 
, Pain and ſorrow now are o'er : Fo 115 


«« The eye that wept. ſhall weep no more. 


No more the anxious heart ſhall ſigh, 

e Whelm'd in doubtful extaſy, | | = 
% Lo, where in their little cell, US Wo 
e Unwak'd the tranquil ſenſes dwell ; "i 
« Steep'd no more in forrow's flood! = 
« Peace to the lovely and the good!“ 1 


(Dye chorus dies inſenſibly away, and the vil. 
lagers are ſeen paſſing through the trees, ſtrews« 
ing flowers,-Low thunder.) LOND © 


8 DT), 6 Lag 
SCENE — The CounTEss's chamber; — a 4 pO 


Lights burning on the table. Ihe CounTEss and 
THERESA, 


Cour, Thou'rt ſpent with: watching, girl—get 
thee to bed, 

Ther. Sooth I'm not ys Madam! ! 
Coun, Kind Thereſa! _. 
Who thus would'ſt ſtrain the offices of duty, 
Till nature faint. What wonder that thine eyes 

Should claim their wonted dues,. when mine, ev'n 
| mine, 


With tears half glaz'd, with anxious thoughts kept 


waking, 
Feeble and dim ſcarce lift the heavy lid! 
Ther. Permit me, Madam, watch you? 
Coun. That were cruel ! 
Thou'rt human, good Thereſa, and doſt want 
Humanity's {oft balm. Why doſt thou tarry ? 
Fear'ſt thou the ftorm? Methinks the enkindled 
flame, 
If to the guilty it doth ſpeak a pow? r 
That in reproving ſhakes them, —yet i in breaſts, 
Whoſe natural whiteneſs bears no ſtain of guilt, 
_ Tho? fill'd with contrite ſenſe of human error, 
Should gender nothing, ſave the holy awe 
That ſanctifies the boſom. Courage, girl! 
Ther. Madam, I fear it not, 
Coun, Yet ſomewhat fear'ſt thou ! 
Ther. YOU, and you only. ) 
Coun. Me! alas, vain greatneſs ! 
Haſt thou then witchery enough to deck 
A puny mortal hke myſelf in errors ? 
| 8 eak thine offence ! | 
Ther. Behold it, Madam ! 


Pointing 10 S1G1ISMOND, who enters.) 


. Coun. (ſtarting), How l- 
Was this well done, my Lord ? 
Sig.. Was it well done 


To 


| 
Ll 


( 41) 
To bar me from thy preſence ?—to cut off 
Ev'n the faint memory of the hours that were, 
And doom mas to oblivion ? Oh thou falſe one! 
Why didſt thou ſmile to lure me to deſtruction? 
Way did thine eyes once blend their ſparkling beams 
With theſe fond orbs; and bid my throbbing heart 
Burn with a hope fo ardent and ſo fierce, 
That life itſelf, heav'n's own celeſtral flame, | 
Grew pale and dim before it? | 
Coun. (tenderly ). Sigiſmond |! 
Sig. No ſigh—no tear, I charge thee, leſt ey 
_ blaſt me! 
Left my reſponſive heart forget its wrongs, 
And fondly yield thee its accuſtom'd echo. 
I come to cloſe my great account of anguiſh ! 
To baniſh in one parting —deep-drawn ſigh, 
All the vaſt agonies of hopeleſs paſſion : 
To bid thee live—to joy—to love—to fortune ! 
Coun. I pr'ythee ſpare me, gentle Sigiſmond ! 
If thou would'ſt have my heart forbear to break, 
If thou would'ſt have my tott' ring reaſon keep 
Her throne ſecure, breathe no 4ind wiſh upon me! 
eee they were wand ring va- 
e pours, 
My tears long fince have quench'd ! 
Sig. Thy tears—Oh heav'n! 
Where is the pang ſhould wring from thee thoſe 
drops ? | 
Hatt thou e er known the gloom of ſecret anguiſh, 
Or the wild tranſport of a dawning joy? 
Wakes not the boundleſs univerſe for thee ? 
Thee happy Albert leads to grace a court ! 
Thee, happier till, ſhall woo in rural ſhades ! 
While ſmiling fortune, and indulgent heaven, 
Shall ratify the bliſs !—-the world is thine ! 
I had no world but loye—no heav'n but hope! 
Why didſt thou ſteal upon the treaſured ſtore, 
And rob the wretched miſer while he dreamt 
Of years of extaſy-? | 
2.4: _ » Coun, 
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642) 
Coun. Away, forget me! 

I T would, alas, forget myſelf forget | 
All worldiy hopes—all joys—all fleeting pleaſures. 
Why com'ſt thou then like ſome bright viſion by 

me, 

Startling my ſlumb'ring ſenſe with tranſient .gle#ms 

Of unknown happineſs ?—the few ſhort hours 
nce laſt we met, a point to appr. mortals, 

Have been my round of life! 
Sig. Doſt thou then mourn them? | . 
Coun, I mourn them prey were the mark'd 

of fate; 

And filial duty and applauding conſcience. 

Shall bear them white to heav'n :—yet {till for the. 
Sig. (approaching). For me thy tears! -Oh, give 2 


the precious balm ! 11 

And let me lay it to my burning 1: wart! 1 
Coun, Away— 0 
Sig. Born to ſubdue each ſtormy paſſion, ” 


Still thou prevail't—and yet methinks the words 
Should be more kind that bid us part for ever / 
Some token too—ſome pledge— 
Coun.. (taking a chain and ornament from her neck). 
How much 1 owe thee, 
Honour and inborn gratitude atteſt ! 
Thou wert my guardian angel my preſerver ! 
Ohh, that my pray'rs could make this ſad memorial 
A precious amulet !—that it might ſhield thee, 
Ev'n as a ſacred charm, mid wars and dangers! 
It was Conſtantia's—wear it at thy heart! 
And ſometimes, as thou ſadly doſt peruſe it! 
> 'Recal the memory of the friends that lov'd thee, 
And gem it with a tear !|—(Gzwes it him) 
Sig My ſenſes fail me! 
. This, ſaid you—this ? 
'- "Coun, The wonder! 
Sig, (wild and fearful). They are the ſame— 
(Comparing it with another from his own boſom.) 
The form=—th" impreſs— the chain; 
The 


„„ 
BE} : 


Oft, in my playful hours of childiſh fondneſs, 


There 1s joy yet !—the Heirſhip is reſtored | 


Riſe, ye proud turrets, with unwonted luſtre, 


I bend the knee! 


Oh my fick heart! 
Doth ſhake thy conſtancy ! 


| Is here, my Sigiſmond, to which I bend !— 


That fortune yet reſerves for thee her treaſures, 
I do intreat thy credence. | 


Of the ſtrange myſtery that veils thy fate 


May ſome pure angel, like thyſelf, be near, #4 


"4-48 :) 


The cypher-only differing, Do not mock me J 
The Turk that tore me from my native land, 


To this ſad. relic drew the unconſcious tear; ? 
And bade me, ſhou!d my fortunes e'er encounter 
Its likeneſs in ſome wand'ring fair one's boſom, 
Beware a //ter there! 


Coun. (with tranſport) All- righteous heav'n, 


Smile —ſmile again, Reſelva !—ye wide plains 
Whoſe princely wealth my thankleſs heart fo oft 
Hath inly mourn'd, put forth your richelt treaſures! 


And grace your rightful lord! Lo heav'n and him, 
Sig. (raifing ben) What means this wild emotion ? 


Coun. (with ſudaen reculleckion]. My father— 
ruined—lolt—betray'd—by me 


(clap of thunder.) 


Sig. The fierce and rending tempeſt 


Conn. Ah no l- the ſtorm 


Sig. Thou art faint! 


Coun. Joy hath its agonies! Get—get HY 


hence! 


We meet eee ia embarraſſment.) 
Sig. Oh never! 


Coun. Truſt me yes 


Sig. Truſt thee, thou dear 10 thoſe heavy 
eyes! 


In ſickneſs and in ſorrow lovely ſtill! 


And guard thy ſlumbers. 


IIe, her hand, and exit. 
85 Coune 
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( 44 ) 

_ Coun, Hear the pray'r, Conſtantia ! 
And if enfranchis'd ſpirits walk on earth, 
Let thy fair ſemblance hover round my bed! 

Shield from the blaſting ſtorm—the midnight ruffi- 

And from the realms of ſanctitude and peace 
Breathe o'er my ſenſes ſome celeſtial dream, 
May ſoothe this mortal coil !—Methinks ev'n now _ 
They're rapt in ſweet  foretaſte—heavy—moſt 


heavy! OE 
PLE (She ſleeps.) 


[The ſcene changes to the arched gallery as be- 
fore, lighted by a lamp from the roof. Au- 
BERT enters through his chamber-door, ſpeak- | 
ing to RODOLPHUS, whoſe paller is wifible 
From tbe lights within —T hunder at intervals, 
 wwith vivid flaſpes of lightning Jen through 


a the e ] = 
Alb. See chat the tapers burn—and then to bed. . 
Are the heavens angry, that they chide us thus! . 
An *twere their will to viſit ſinful heads, 1 
I well might fear now i- Vet the forked flaſh 0 


Paſt innocent and feeble-minded man 
Betrays himſelf.— It is the hour of reſt! 
And all the mingled ſounds that ſwell'd ſo late 
Thro' the low vaults and hollows of the caſtle, 
Are ſunk to ſtillneſs, 
...Thought's fantaſtic brood | 
: Alone is waking :—preſent—paſt, and future, | 
Wild, mis-ſhaped hopes, and horrible remem- | 
: brings, : 
Now rife a hideous and half viewleb chaos 
To fancy's viſion—till the ſtout heart freeze 
At its own retroſpe&t.—Mem'ry, ſtop there 
Not a jot further Rather, thou bright ſun, 
Thou dazzling future, riſe with godlike ſplendour, 
And 80 the vaſt horizon of ambition. 
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Say 


\ 


4 

Say it be clouded by a woman's will! 

Vet is ſhe woman — therefore to be lured; 
A young one — therefore to be bribed by gauds : 

And Iwill tempt her withſuch golden glories 

As her weak ſex would graſp at, tho? perdition 
. Gaped Bs * gulf between !— This is her cham- 
Bk Perchance ſhe ſleeps unguarded—at the Vork, 
A lover's paſſion, and a huſband's right, 
by Shall juſtify th? intruſion ! I h dare bar me? 


- {The Ghoſt of Consrantia, frouted in the 
lighteſt white drapery, appears before the door, 
. — the Fr of Ropol nus, who Jeeps 


Ha! have my ſenſes alin up a phantom ? 
Speak, — if thou canſt! 25 


(edbanting: * 
(She gare intently, and motions him from ber.) | 


| Oh horrible! 
(He leans againſt. a lar.) 


1 11 lightning—the Gheft glides into the cham- | 
ber of the COUNTEss. ] 
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Alb, (after a tauſe,) I am 2 n my 

| fears have ſhaped. 

be thing that is not.—Yet I ſaw it plain 
Moſt manifeſt to view. 

Eh Vor, tho? the heav'ns had ſhower'd down ſheets of 
| fire, = 

ould : have fo appall'd me,—What, Rodol- 

8 us; ! 

Nodolphus, I ſay—So, Sir, you ſleep ſound! 

_ Rod. (Harting up.) Aye, truly, do I my Lord 

pound ſleep- is the patrimony of honeſt poverty. My 

family 


0 46 
Lamily had- the trick on't, and *twas all my father 
had to bequeath 8 
[Thunder.] 


Alb. (farting e 3 Soft, Sirs ! 

Rod. My Lord! fs 

Alb. (to himſelf.) I've faced the deadly cs cannon 
While its dread roaring hath mowed ranks before 

be 
Have danced unſhrinking on the curling billows 
When they __y daſh'd the clouds, and death be- 

| neat 10 
Hath worn its grimmeſt form; and fart I now? _ 
Ev'n at the ſhrouded and the bloodleſs ſemblance 
That fancy had embodied! 

Rod. (with great ſurprize.) He's entranced! 

; Good—good my Lord. 

Alb, Who's there? 

Rod. Heav'n and his faints have merey on us! 
Ho- wildly your Lordſhip looks Do you ſee 
- aught, Sir ?—Theſe diſmal old arches put one in 
mind of nothing but murders and apparitions, 

Alb. Peace, coward! 

Rod, Beſeech you. then, go in, my Lord: I keve | 
ſome curious relics to guard us, and—hark !-—-No— 

it was only the whiſtling of the wind — And yet me- 
thought it was very like a groan,—(o//erving. the 
perturbation of ALBERT) By my troth, my: ord, 
you're pale—1'faith you are ſo. 
Alb. ( ftriking bim.) Lying fool, be ine 

Rod. Nay, no liar, I ſwear—nor ſo much of a 

fool as not to know that if rank has its privileges, 
age and fidelity are not without theirs. I humbly 
wiſh your Lordſhip a good night. And when you 
have a follower more faithful than myſelf, may hea- I 
ven and you reward him as he deſerves ! 6 
Alb. Stay, firrah ! Maſtered every way—come— Wt 
come — there's gold for thee ! 1 
- Rod. (rejefting it.) Ah my Lord, my Lord, thus 
does your grandee ever think he can W 4 
wealth Bl 


ENT > 
REV, 
1 


* 
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wealth what he hath loſt by diſcourteſy.— But keep 
your gold, Sir !—] have ſomewhat here that tells 
me I was not born a ſlave, but a man—A poor one I 
muſt own; yet ſtill a man: with feelings that will 
not be commanded, and opinions that are not to be 
bought. 
Alb. Thowrt born a babbling knave, Sir! quit 

my ſight, 
Now, and for ever! —Chafed by 25 and ideots ! 
Begone, Sir ! 


Thunder. ALBERT r ledling after RoDOLPHUS 
a ſlowly retires.] 


He may brave the thunder ſtorm; 
Darkneſs and midnight bring to him no ſpectres: 
 Honeft and humble. — Would 7 were ſo o 

Red. (fill lingering.) Has your Lan then no 
further duty to Enjoin me? 

Alb. (in a ſubdued tone. ) None—none—bezone, I 

tell thee! 

Rod. An yet, if it were not too bold, L would 
fain kiſs your Lordſhip's hand before I quit your 
ſervice—and—and—By the maſs it is as cold as 
death |l—Ah, my dear Lord (falling on his knees )J— 
My ſweet Lord My honoured Lord—teli your 
griefs to your poor ſervant If he be but your ſer- 

vant, yet hath he a heart that would break to relieve 
yours—and tho? this be the hand that ſtruck me, yet 
many and many's the time it hath twiſted its fingers 
in my grey locks, while, with childith fondneſs, 
you ſwore ever to love your poor Rodolphus. 

Alb. Thou wilt unman me! Oh, tyrannic guilt, 
That doſt diſclaim all balm of confidence, 

And leave the lacerated heart to groan 

In ſolitary anguiſn?— Happy he 
Who ſinking on the boſom of a friend 
Inhales the honied breath of ſympathy, 
And yields to ſhort oblivion. 

Falls on the neck of Ropol nus. 5 

Ro 


/ 


(48 ) 


Red, A-murrain o'theſe half ſentences! What fig- 


nifies a man's telling himſelf his own griefs ! 
Alb. Come—come—all's well again !— twas but 
a chill. 
Tell me, Rodolphus—the—the fair Conftantia— 
Art ſure ſhe's dead ? 
Rod. And buried too—You may well think of her, 


my Lord; ſhe was a ſweet creature: and loved you 


ſo truly—l dreamt of her ev'n now—Methought 
Me ſtood as it *twere there, and ſmiled upon me with 
the fa me. nol and kind air ſhe was wont to have 


when £ followed: your Lordſhip to the caſtle. 


Troth, ker n night's lodging i'the ground is but 


comfort less. Wel, all's one for that—the ſame 


ſtorm eon the grave of the prince and the pea- 
ſant; 4 both, perhaps, ſleep ſweeter than he 
who live to mourn them ! 

Air, Wounded by random ſafts—Moſt Wbile 

torture! 

Well, well, enough of this. 

Rod. And yet not all either, my Lord, if we 
could come at the truth—there's a ſtrange muttering 


the caſtle, as tho? ſhe had not been deat fairly with 


I ſhall know more anon 

Alb. Rather know leſs, Sir ! 
Curb this intemperate and booriſh zeal | | 
That — hark —a noiſe—Startled again by ſhadows ! 
Rod. Shadow call you it! by my troth then it is 


the ſhadow of a drum; and, to my thinking, the 


voice of the Count. 


[ Alarm, and * 1 


The de be 8 arm! 

Alb. What ſhou'd this mean? 

Count (entering). Havock deſolation 
Ev'n now a ſavage and a herce banditti, 
Led by the Othman pow'r, invades our lands, 
And drives our ſlaves before it 


; . 


n 
Alb. Oh,” moſt welcome ! 7 
Welcome thou ſtern and bloody front of war, 
Whoſe very voice doth wake my lagging ſpirits, 
And brace my unſtrung finews—trebly welcome ! 
Count Call forth our vaſſals—let the bridge be 
look'd to 5 1 Ss 
Unbar the armoury, and chuſe—Oh, Sigiſmond 1 
Sig. (entering). My noble friend! | 
Count, Thou haſt a valiant ſword! 
Sig. And I, be ſure, will uſe it valiantly ! 
And ſee, th' inſpiring angel comes to greet us. 


(The CounTEss enters from her chamber, ) 


A thouſand fluſhing terrors in her cheek, 
All guardian ſpirits—ſent to ſummon up _ 
More than the ſtrength of hoſts in each beholder. 
Alb. (interpofing roughly). Oh unmatch'd inſo- 
lence! Should I bear this, Hs 
I were indeed a tame, convenient huſband. 
Count Heav'n ſhield my child theſe frantic fits, 
Lord Alber. 


— 


Sig. Nay, give the madman ſcope —didſt thou 


ſay huſband? 
As ſoon ſhall foul and deep engrained guilt 
Lay claim to heav'n, as thou to her :—a huſband ! 
Oh Albert, I could name to thee a crime, | 
So deep, ſo dire, the fiends themſelves might ſtart, 
And wonder at its blackneſs ! Such a crime 
As ſtrikes thee from humanity's fair record, 
And cancels every tie,—Ler it ſuffice, | 
I do attaint thee as a zzurderer / | 1 
And when our ſwords have thinned yon Turkiſh 
hoſt, 3 . 
And thou return'ſt, fluſkd with familiar conqueſt, 
Ev'n in thy luſtyhood and prime of daring, 
Will prove it on thy boſom ! Should I wrong thee, 
May the great God of battles blunt y ſteel, 
And feal a bloody pardon. 
Alb, Rather ww 
Let fate decide between us! Vagrant boaſter; 
werent E Think'f 
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(5) 
Think thou I'd enter in the liſted field; 
As knight to knight, with one my name wight 
conquer? 55 
| Know as a foe I ſcorn thee! As an  inſe, 
Whoſe-buzzing noiſe and ſting offends my ſenſe, 
I cruſh thee thus — 
(Draws ; the Co UNT interpoſes. 
' On. (entering). My Lord, the foe advances + 
Ev'n now the blaze of diſtant cottages 
Gains on the view. | 
Count Good Oſmond, lead our vaſſals 
Forth by the nearer portal— 
(To ALBERT axd $161510nD) 
Have you hearts ? 
Myſelf wilt head them —Have you hearts, 1 lay ? : 
Or are they cold, even as the ſteel ye bear! 
Sig. I do confeſs me guilty" 1 5 
Alb. So do I— 
Our difference reſt awhile upon our 3 
Rodolphus— 
Rod. My good Lord! they confer.) 
Count All-leeing heavin, 
If in this hour of painful retribution, | 
Some drop of mercy yet remains to mingle 4 
In the deep draught of ſorrow, ſave my child! 5 
Upon this guilty and time-filver'd head I 
Diſcharge the bolt! Oh, blaſt the wither'd trunk, 
But ſpare the blooming ſcion. F aithful Oſmond, 
Thy looks beſpeak impatience : we will forth! 
Forth! to that ſtrife whence ſome of us, perhaps, 
Will ne'er return! And, oh, my noble gueſts, 
Rivals no more, but brothers of the war, 
Give me your hands! And if indeed you cheriſh 
Aught of that gallant paſſion that doth lead 
To guard the helpleſs, and avenge the injured, 
Now let the flame blaze high! A laſt embtace! 
(to his daughter.) 
Perhaps * a laſt one l am loſt : 
In fearful - recollection n the drum! 


And 


1 
Ana let the burning ſpirit of the war 
Exhale theſe watry vapours—Strike, I ſay! 
i Alarm—Exeunt ſeparately ANY and di pant 
drums. ] . 
| [SCENE changes to the chapel of the Caftle—a per 
ſpective view of the altar On one fide a tomb, as 
lately epened, hung with garlands of Jars + —T be 
CounTess enters, followed by Os MOND. 


Cone Dreary and deſolate ! The peopled calle, 
That late reſounded with the hum of men, 
Now rings harſh echoes to a fingle ſtep. 
Methinks the pendant banners, as I paſs, 

Fearful records of many a bloody field, 
Wave colder blaſts upon me; while the ſpear | 
And target, ſpoils of honourable valour, 
Clang felf-impelled with horrid diflonance : 
The fighing winds come laden with lament, 
And nothing reigns but war and devaſtation ! 
fr. Beſeech you, Madam, hence Uawbcle- 
ſome dews 
Still hang upon the boſom of the morn, 
And taint the breeze. 
. Coun. Oh Oſmond, night's dank dews, 
Or burning noon, alike unheeded, ſtrike 
On her whoſe ſenſe concentred to her heart, 
Lives only there! Nay, pr'ythee tell me, Oſmond, 
In the vaſt regions of created -ipace, 
Is there one ſpot like this, where I could melter ? 
Here the rude clangor of the diſtant field 
Strikes feebly on my ſenſes. Heav'n and. friendſhip 
With more than mortal influence guard the ground. 
Here lie the ſacred treaſures of remembrance ! 
They fade not with yon garlands—Loſt Conſtantia ! 
Devoted—murdered—Hold, my bleeding heart! 
Nor burſt beneath the ſtrange, the black idea. 
88 Have comfort, Madam ! 5 
E 2 | Coun. 


2 7 


(„ 

Coun, Still my burning blood, | 
Bid my tumultuous pulſe ſubſide to calmneſs ; 3 
Curb the wild ſwells that, . from my 

heart, 
Threater my brain! Oh, Oſmond, there are 
erimes _ 
Which, in a mind tad. 5 new to horror, 
Awake a ſenſe ſo ſtrange and turbulent, 
That reafon faints before it.—Ha, what noiſe ! 
Uber. (entering haſtily). A meſſenger, an . 
| you, from my Lord, 
Craves audience. 
CTCoun. On, admit him on the inſtant! | 
F ool that thou wert to dally—Well, thy tidings ? 
to the Meſſenger, aubo enters.) 
MeV. _ luckleſs—Preſt by the e 
B. 
My Lord craves inſtant ſuccour! 

Coun. Heav'n and earth! 
Surrounded, ſay'ſt thou? Oh, he's loſt; he” $ loſt! 
Haſte, rend! Speed zhy followers to my fa- 

"- ther? -: 

Danger and death are on him. 

O/n. Gentle Lady— 

Coun. Nay, ſpeak not—look not as thou mean'ſt 

to dally. 

While we, cool ſceptics, calculate the danger, 
He periſhes. 

O/m. Where doth the combat preſs thus? 

Meß. Ev'n in the hollow of the left hand vale, 1 
Where the broad umbrage gains upon the road, = 
The ambuſh'd foe ruſh'd on us. _ 
On. Noble Madam, 

Think of your danger, if, Sl and guardleſs, = 
J violate the mandate of my Lord, Þ 
And leave = 
Coun. Oh, Oſmond, there's a mandate writ in 

heav'n, 
That 
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. ( 93 ) 
That bids me brave all dangers for a father ! 
J do command thee hence! 
Oy. Unwillingly 
I muſt obey.—Our laſt, moſt faithful band, 
| Attend me on the walls—and yet—Uberto, 
Speed to their chief ! Declare the Counteſs? will, 
Back'd by my pow'r ; and urge their quickeſt aid 
To ſave their Lord !—7 follow in due ſeaſon. 
Coun. (to Uberts), Fly, I conjure thee ! 
Uber. This way brings us neareſt! | 


[Exit with the M efiugre—On MOND, unobſerved, 
retires anoth away wk. the chapel. | 


Cons. (looking after them). Faithful and active! 
See —alive to danger, : 
Their fellows haſte to greet them. Valiant friends! 
. Chieftains draw brighter ſwords; but yours are 
temper'd 
Buy heav'n's own ſpirits - truth and loyalty ! 
Oh, that your ſteps were wing'd!—At length oy” re 
one, 
And *. ſick heart may live: again to hope ! 
Methinks the renovating balm already 
Warms and expands its powr's ! Eſſence of life! 
Too fine and volatile to be retained ! 
. Spent, while inhaled; and yet ſo ſweetly poignant, 
That ſenſe revives upon it! 
(Turning, ſhe encounters Ar EXT.) 
Heaven. and earth ! 
Lord Albert here. 7 
Alb. Truſt me, a ſword like Albert's 
Had never left the cauſe till fate had fix'd it! 
| Coun. faintly.) All's loſt—all's gone !— My fa« 
ther—S1piſmond ! 
Alb. I dare not anſwer.— Thro' the poſtern gate 
A path yet opens to us free from foes ; 


Loſt in * ſpoil and plunder of the caſtle, 
E 3 They 


. 


Thy will not heed our SI fink not 
thus; 
There is no other hope. 

Coun, Oh then there's none! 

Alb. Nay, truſt me, but there is; and 1 ſafety too. 
May train already hath proparls the means 
May convoy us'— 

Coun, Oh mi 
Alb. Hark—the 3 
Ev'n now perchance approach !—Say, dareſt thou 

brave them? 
: Shall this fair form, they prey of coffin pow” r., 
Grace the lewd haram? Tis no time for Farley! 
Thas with a tender violence —— 
Coun. Stand oft! 
There's blood upon thee! 
Alb. Blood. 

Coun. Aye, guiltleſs blood ! 

'Bethink you, Sir— tis holy ground we.tread on! 

And the dread hand of heav'n ev'n now, perhaps, 

As ſtretch'd in vengeance o'er us ! Sept you well ? 

Did no ill dreams moleſt—no thunders ſhake you? 

Methinks the warring elements laſt night 

Might ow. their res have rous'd che ſheeted 
1 

And bade them havnt the guilty !—You are pale 

Oh, the dire vigils of a wounded conſcience! 

1 ſhrink even at the thought on't! 

Alb. Lovely trembler! 

Exceſs of terror hath o'erwhelm'd thy reaſon. 

Recall wy ſcatter'd e Think that thy 5 
and, 

Spared og the rage of war, ill lives to guard 
thee. 

Ev'n thus, all helpleſs, hopeleſs as chou ſtand'ſt, 

The native roſe thus blanch'd upon thy cheek, 

And thoſe bright orbs obſcured with filial anguiſh, 

Think there's a heart that beats but to > Protect thee ; 

That fondly {wears = 


Coun, 


r n "REA 2 * 12 ö n 1 * 
1 * F Ee a CT EA er re Dy 8 ö 3 1 
2 8 * ELVES 5 1 8 „ . ö . 
r ig IR es SR TT OO 
— 8 2 n EO K n 
ta OIL SLOTS F 7 . 8 


4 85 
"Coun. And innocently too! | 
On, Albert, ſearch thy memory! Bid it trace 
The black myſterious records of the paſt. 
Queſtion thy heart, if in yon tomb's cold boſom 
No form lies hid to whom thoſe vows were due: 
No ear lies cloſed to which that voice was muſic; 
Then ſhrink into thyſelf, as J ſhrink from thee, | 
With nameleſs horror—and determined will. 
Alb. Living, at leaſt, thou vainly wouldſt appall | 
MC? 
; Nor, though the grave again ſhould render up 
Its grizzly phantoms—tho? the fire- cleft ſkies 
Bid the blue meteors blaze again around, | 
And make a hell of earth—ſhall my firm ſoul 
Shrink from her aim. I'm ſeared to recolle&tion ! 
I would have ſooth'd thy PEG REY woo'd thy 
paſſions, 
And with a baby tale of love and war, 
Have won thee to my e once e foil'd, 
Thus I erxforce obedience ! 
Coun. Help, Oh help there! 
Alb. Thy cries are vain—No hoſtile band attends 
To bar my will.— Their credulous valor finds 
Ample employ ! I were indeed an 1deot 
Idly to ſtake upon a rapier's point, | 
A woman's courteſy, or greybeard's will, 
That prize for which my daring ſoul has plunged 
Ev'n to the depth of horrors,—Come—be kind, 
Think of a court! 
Coun. ( pointing to the tomb ). A grave 1 
Alb. Of love! 
Coun, Of murder ! 
Oh, monſtrous ſex ! Have you not files to kill 
with ? 
Words that can ſtab ? Deceitful ſighs that can wi- 
ther? 
But blood moſt crown the miſchief !—Hence for 
ever} 
Fly as thou may'ſt! fo? me, tho? thou couldſt offer 
Vnnumber' d 
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Unnumber'd worlds, and every world a . 
I would not ſhare them with . 
0 Sayſt thou ſo? 8 5 
Nay then tis paſt thy choice. Aſſiſt me, ſlaves 
(.o his attendants, who ſeize her.) 
On. (interpoſi ng). Nay, youu my Lord 
Alb. Inſolent vaſſal, hence! 
O/n. Bethink you, Ty this then to 4 
heart! 


(45 ALBERT attempts to cut him down awith 
his ſabre, he draws a dagger and ſtabs 
. 


One faithful guard may 40 the work of thouſands. 

| (e faints.) 
Alb. ( Raggering 3, was well aimed—and 

bloody . 

Thy moſt pernicious precept.— Bind him faſt! 
to his attendants, who Aire Os MON p. 9 
1 have ſtrength yet! 

(Shout and drums at a 4 ance.) 
Victory Victory! 
Alb. It withers at that ſound! | 
And all the vital pow'rs, of late ſo firm, 
Seem ſnapt at once! 


(He falls.) 
Life —fleeting - treacherous life, 
Ebb'ſt thou ſo quickly ! What remains? Oh thou 
Who firſt haſt plung'd into the world of ſpirits, 
And tried the dark unknown—do thou expound it! 
Tho? ſhrouded, riſe ! Ere from my burning blood 
The ftrange myſterious conſciouſneſs exhale, 
That makes me duſt or—Piends, ſtands off— 
(to Ropol r Hs, who enters haſtily, aud 
with other attendants effers to raiſe him. 2 
Ilie yet 
| Damnation s for hereafter ! Hark the foe ! 
Trumpet.) 
Ob, 


K 
Oh, how the ſprightly note invigorates nature 1 
This tent is cold My cloak there ! 


To the ſunſhine! | 
 Cold—cold and e thou'rt ea 


(He dies) 
5 Diſtant chorus of Peaſants, Oc. 


« Triumphant ſee the warriors come ! 


«« Strike the cymbal, ftrike the drum, 

Bid the feſtive notes agree 

To raiſe the ſong of victory,  _ 
« Victory Victory! (Shout.) 

Raiſe, raiſe the ſong of viftory!” 


* 


10 


T. 


id A fprightly march, during which Turkiſh 


Priſoners, and groups of ſoldiers enters 
Gearing banners. 9 


Si. (feeing the CounT es. ) Silence your drums 
— the flow'r o' the war is blighted, 
And victory $ a name 


(The CounTEss recovers as the Covnn is \" 
led in wounded.) i| i 


Coun. Alas, my father! 
Count Wounded ev'n to the death! Lord Albert 
+ 
Hath then the ſword of war fo quickly ſever'd 
The ill- ſtarr'd knot? 
 O/m. Not fo, my Lord—his fate — 
Count Thy face is prologue, Oſmond, to ſome 
tale, 

Which my numb'd ſenſes ſhrink from; tell it there. 
| 0 pointing to the COUNTESS.) 
My dream of life is o' era troublous viſion. 

And of its mighty hoſt of vaſt affections 


One only lives. My hoax. ſpare this weak- 
neſs, | 


Something 


(8) 


rae; Thad—Bear hence the priſoners! | 
I yet — live to bleſs thee. 

Pri. Who is he, | 
That with a maſter voice thus dares to rule,” 
Lord of theſe wide domains? | 
Sig. Old man, begone ! 

Prif. Indeed ! haſt thou forgot me? Did the Pole 
| That tore thee from me—from thy memory ER 
Blot out my name ard features? Thou wert mine, 

_ Ere yet thine ear had hail'd another tie! 

How is't I find thee on thy natal lands, 

A vaſſal, where thou ſhould'ſt command? Be proud ! 
And bid the minions whom thou ſeeſt around, 
EKneel to Reſelva ! 

Count Gracious Gad—what ſfay'ſt thou, ? 

Pri]. I know thee not—yet ſure thy aged. head 

May call to niemory the blood-ftained night, 

When dur fierce ORs like grim and angry 

- wolves, 

Aſſalled this caſtle. From the ſpoil I bore 

Its infant heir. It was the chance of war ; 

And the ſame chance reſtores him ! 

(pointing to S1615MOND.—T, be Cour. uli. ) 

| Coun, Ha, he ſwoons! 

Cant Th' avenging arm is o'er me! Oh my 

daughter, 
I ſeel a ftrange and anxious flutt'ring here, 
That * me truſt his words thou know'ſt the 
. 

Be generous (ro SrorsMon b) ,—Be juſt (te the 

CounTESS)— 
And may the pow'rs 
Seal with my blood a long and bleſſed union, 
Firm as your e eee as your love! _ 
(Join, their hands.) 

Myfterious providence'! ev'n on the ſpot, 

Where ſweetly ſleeps the victim of my crimes, 

'Thy Juſtice wakes to fearful rerribution / 

Oh, for a ſleep like hers ! Life fades * * 


No | 


3 59 ) 
No tears—no ſighs (to them) Young, lovely, inno- 
„ ent; 


May parting nature find no crime to expiate 


But bear you pure to heay'n ! Mine was the guilt ; 
And be 1 it | buried with me 


———One ſhort pray'r! 


(He appears to pray inwardly ; then flit into 
their arms, and expires.) 


Semi- C beyns of Peaſants and Soldiers. 


c The banner drop—invert the enn 
% Grace the fallen warrior's bier; 3 
His palm is gain'd His race is run: 
Lo, victory and death are one! 

(Full Chorus.) 
vet raiſe the ſong to victory! 25 | 


A 
R 


(They group their Lamners, and incline aa over the 
buay E abe Coy NT as the curtain falls.) 


THE END. 
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